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1P 700 WANT HOTHI,

Don't Read This Column,

HEatf of thin cotlomn belongs to R L, Newsam,
im a eonsiderable
interest in Tiue Ruecensnivax News,
and if enstomers flook to him as freely as on
former advertisemonts, no doubt ho will be able

for L.
lﬂlr:l,rn::nlrnﬂuu the subiject by asking a few

and when paid fur §t gives
paid up

leading questionn:
I WANT MONREY ?
g CALL ON R, L. NEWROM,
FOU WANT COLLECTIONS MADE?
L Al?.\l.l. ON I L, NEWBOM,

DO YOU WANT TOSKLL A CARH XOTE?

CALL ON R, L, NEWEOM,

] NT TO RENT PROPERTY?
DO 10 wal‘.‘.\LL ON R. L. NEWEOM,

U WANT TO BUY A FARM?
gl iy OALL ON R, L. NEWSOM,

WO AR MORE THAN TWENTY
III}UI;RE AND FARMS PLACED IN HIB

LL AND RENT.
HANDS TO EE L NEWSON.

WHY? Deeause ho makes his renters will-
ing to pay and always collects and aconunts for
the rent monay, and charges only a reasona-
ble commission for his services, and parties
v ing property to rent find they muke more
eloar monsy than to rent vt their own prop-

orty. CALL ON R. L, NEWSOM,
DO YOU WANT AN ACCOMMODATION
| PAYING POR
BY PAYING FOALL ON R L. NEWSOM,
DO YOU WANT TO HE ACCOMMODA.
TED WITHOUT PAYING FOR IT?
CALL ON SOMEBORY ELSE.

WANT A BUILDING LOT?
PAROE amm. ON R, L. NEWSOM.

PO YOUWANT A FULL-RIGUED IIORSE

HARNESS AND WAUOR ?
ERAR, CALL ON R, L. NEWSOM.

30 YOU WANT LATHS OR BRICKB?
oo CALL ON R, L, NEWSOM.

TWO OR THREE DWELLING HOUSES

NT.
g CALL ON R, L. NEWSOM.

DO YOU WANT HANCOCK COAL I’R?M
ONE WAGON LOAD TO FIVE THOUR-
N AHELS? »
e oY aM‘CM.L ON R, L, NEWBOM,
Do you want Lo buy nn:nlrt&l Chnrhll.fllnl-
ilen south of Cluverpor
dngly Farm, § L ON R L, NEWSOM,

N0 YOU WANT ANYTHING BOUGHT

ORSOLDT (11 ON R. . NEWSOM

| IT A NEW WAGON?
- w“?:}:l.l.. ON R, L. NEWBOM,

Do yow want & pension? 1 am nuthorined

Ly the Pension Buresa to practios before that

dopartment: o \LL ON R. L. NEWSOM.

It two young gonilomen want a nice bad-
room, nll’ finished, and in & very suitable

e CALL ON R, L, NEWSOM,

Do you want & (us of any deseription? [
am prepared Lo have Rifle Guns made to arder
Also heve arrangements for ordering Shot
Gans to suit partion, nt prices ranging from

40 10 §75,00. i
$3.00 10 875,99 LL ON R, L. NEWSOM.

PRICKE OF COAL SUBJECT TO CHIANGE
OUT NOTICE.
IS CALL ON R. L. NEWSOM-
WO YOKE OF OXEN FOR BALE.
s CALL ON R, L. NEWEOM,
Remember you ean get almost anything you
want for the money, and tometimes without it,

depeading on the humor you cnteh ma in,
i CALL ON R, L. NEWSOM,

I nm agent far one of the hest Shingle Fae-
tories on the Uhio river. If you wint Goand
Bhingler, CALL UN R, L. NEWSOM,

IF YOU WANT NON® OF TIESH
NGS YOU ARE UAPPY.
i o R, L. NEWEOM.
SOLDIERE HAVING SERVED IN THE
Mexioan, Creek, Beminols ind Dleek Hawk

ra, will do well by registering their names
:rl; ¥ ltﬂ. L. NEWSOM,

DSTEITE

v LIPEN 9,

The Want of s Reliable Turetle,
Which, wihile nciing us o stunlsnt of the
kiduvya, neithior excites nor frrilates them,
was Iong  sinoe ugﬂﬁ;lk-d by Uostetter's
Stotnueh glilten. dne medicine exerts
the requisite degres of stimalation upon
those ans, without producing Irritation,
and s, therefore, far better adapted for the
purpose thun unmedicated excitants ul‘m
resorted ta,  Dyspepain, fevor and ague,
kludred dis :h.lr)" all oured by It,

For sale mm:-

TOR WELS
p 11

of
Berete. sastiver Biok foa
I T

PATENTS

nales Cuiiid

J. A. MURRAY.
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Will practice in Breckenridge and
surrounding counties.
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CHAPTER XIIL
CONCILUBINN,

Kuthlean's mission wns accomplished
There was no more for her to do,  She
went back to the Rue Gir le Coonr, brok-
en in spirit and in boldy, She lay on her
hed, nnd it geemed to her that her lile now
was one long Sunday, n time ol apathy
and dumb, dull rest—joyloss, hopeless
I'here wan nothing more for her to do in
this life. She had given tha vietim over in
his executioners. Shetold was that the end
wan cortain,  There conld be no pardon,
no commutation, of the law's last penalty
for siich a wrotch an Berizier, France
would riso up with one loud ery of
vengennce wore there any puling for
mercy here,

The slow days wore on—dull gray days;
storms of wind, deiving showers, anon the
fogs of November flonting op from the
neighboring river—and still Kathleen lay
on the bed or the soln, helpless, prosteate,
ns somo pule flower that has been torn
from its atem and flung aside to wither
Rose lind brought n doctor to see her; but
he did not even profess the ability to
cure,

“There in nothing organically wrong.”
e said, “Your sister must bave had a
yery fine constitution to survive what she
has gone through. It is & case of extreme
wenkness, loes of appetite, aleeplessness—
ihings tell withoot netual disease. It you
poild get her away into the conotry, frosh
air and change of scene might do some-
thing; bul she is too weak to be moved.”
“\We will take her swny directly she is
strong enough to go,” said Rose.

The doctor thooght that time would
never come ; but he held his peace, took
his fee, and departed.

Rose and Philip watched the fading life
in that quiet room on the upper story s
devotedly ns if the thread of their own
lives had been intertwined with it.  But
their tendernes, their little plota and
fond expedients, wers all useless. They
could not lure Kathleen from her solitude,
or beguile ber into forgetfulness of her
grief.

“While T was walching for that man 1
forgot everything.except the task in hand,"
she said; I lived and breathed only for
itint. My beain was burned up with one
fiery thought ; and in those days I baedly
grieved fur Guston—I1 bardly knew how
much I had lost; but uow 1 think of him
and brood npan him all day long.”

“But if this goes on you will go mad, or
die." said Philip, standing beside her soln,
looking down at her with  honest, earnesi
ryes, full of affection; “and thut will break
ltose's heurt. Remember how she has
reared you and cared for you! To her
you are morn than » common sister. She
has been 1o you us a mother; and you owe
her filial duty."

"It her ask me anything, except to
live, answered Kuthleen, 1 can not live
without him. Oh, she must let me go-—in
oharity she will let me go—where | shall
be at rest foreyer, ss he in. She has you
and the litle one. She ean spare this
broken life,”

“But she ean net spare you, nor I, nor
tha little one, and it s your duty to live
for onr sakes. Your noturel grief we would
respect, Kathleen; but this inordinate
griel, this obstinnte despair—"

“Hand he dicd & natoral  desth, T would
mourn for him as other widows mouren for
their hugbands; 1 wonld bow to the will o
God. Dut he was murdered.”

“And you have brought his murderer lo
justice, In not that enough Kathleen ?”
1 wonder whether 1 shall live to hear
his sentence, to know that he has saffercd
the murderer’s doom 7" she murmured; and
then she tirned her face to the wall, and
wounld tlk no more that day.

One day, when the invalid apstairs had
aink g0 low that it seemed us if she could
hardly last to the end of the week,
Philip Duraud came past the little ore
merie.which had once been Suzon Michel's,
on his wey home, It was between four
and five, and already dusk, nnd he was
startled to sen the door of the shop open
and alight within,

While ke stated, wondering whother a
tenant had boun found for the deserted
house, now that trade was looking up a
litile, Buzon herself emerged from the
darkness within, followed by . man, who
hlew out a candle, and came into the sireet
earrying a bunch of keys. The man was
the landlord, who had been making an
inspeciion of the premises with bis old
tenant,

"Come, Madame Michel," he said, us he
locked the door ou the outside, "you can
not do better thun take down the shutters
to-morrow morning; no one will do so well
s you in that shop, und now that business
s brisk everywhers, you may wake a
better trade than ever. I shall not raise
your rent——""

“Oh, but wonsieur is wo generovs!”
eried Suzon, ironieally ; “everybody knows
that rents are going up in Puris."

“Well, T say it shall be the old rent.”
1N think it over,” said Buzon; "but it
will be at lenat & week before 1 can decide.
Certalin it in1that 1 must do something;
one ean not live upon one's saviogs for
aver.”

“It wan & snieide to shut up soch & shop
s that, except for just the week of the
barricades. Hat you are not balf the
woman you were, Madam Micbel | the air
of your present shode can not agree with
you."

Ho wished her good evening and frotied
away, fingering his buneh of keys, Two
minutes aliorwurd sho met Philip Darand

face 10 fure.

Yeu, she war )" The womsn of
‘the people, the the petrolenm,
wial ¢ subdued wnd soltened,

Soma chastening influence had subjognted
her vehement nature and aliered the ex:
pression of her countenance to & dogres
that was almost » transformation.

“Monsienr Durand!" she exclsimed,
with a startled look, and then she said,
quietly, "1 am a stranger in this neighbor
hood now. It is like comiog back to an
old lite. How is your wife?”

“She is very well,"’

“And her sister—Mudame Mortemar 7'

“She in—dying.”

“Dying! That ia a strong phrase.'’

“Tt in the truth, Wa haye done sll that
enre and love could do, bot she is slipping
away from us, I have no hope that she
will last to (he end of the month,"’

“What in her malady ¥

"A broken heart.”

“Ah, that is more common than doctors
believe. Has she never got over the lems
of her bushand T

Suzon had tarned to accompany Philip,
and they were walking side by side towards
the Rue Git le Casur.

“Never."

“I suppose, though, she is glad that
Serizier wan taken the other day "

“She was glad; it was her own work
She only lived 10 bring the murderer to
justice, and that being occomplished, it
seemed an if the main spring of he life was
broken,”

“She brought him 1o justice!” eried
Suron. “"What do yon mean?”’

“Simply what I say; Serizier's arrest
was brought about solely by my sisterdn.
Iaw; she watched and waited for him, day
by day, for threa months, It was she, and
she only, who brought him to bis doom.”

“I rend in the papersthat it was o
woman, but T thought it was » jenlous
woman—aome discarded mistress perhnps,
And yon say that it was she—that lily
fuced girl—she who tracked the murderer
to hin bole "

“She and no other."

“And she is dying?’

“Yeon, ghe is dying. The task weakened
the source of life; body and mind wers
alike exbausted by the long, patient effort
—unshared, unknown, by those who loved
her—and now s broken heart has done the
rest.”

“She shall not diel" eried Suzon, with a
voice so loud that it startled the passers-hy,
who turned and stared at bher; “no," she
went on, hurriedly, breathlessly, “if there
ina God in heaven she shull wvot die. 1!
there is no God, well, then this earth is a
shambles, and the innocent bave vo friend
She abinll not diel”

“What can you do to save hier?”

“Give her something to live for; give her
so strong a reason why she should live that
the tide of life will flow baek to ber veing,
the weary heart will beat strong with hope
and love."

“You are mad!”

“No I am not mad. Goand get o fly.
Can she be moved, do you think? Could
she bienr to be driven a little way 7

“God knowa. Sho isns wesk
infant.”

“0h, only go and get the carriuge. We
will manage it, we will carry her. Go; 1
have but to whisper in her ear, and she will
have the strength of a lionesa.  Bring the
earriage to the door yonder; I will run on
und sce your wile"

Durand thought she must be mad; but
her earnestness, her energy, were electrical,
and he obeyed her.  In a case so hopeless
uny glenm of bope was welcome. There
was some secret 1o be told, some revelation
coming, He scarce asked himsell what,
but hurried off to engage the first prowling
fly be could find,

Suzon ran upsiairs to the third Hoor.
She listened at the door of Kathleen's
sitting-roon. There was a faint murmur
of volees within, and she enterad without
knocking.

Kathleen was lying on the sofa near the
fireplace, her wasted cheek white as the
pillow on which it rested. Rose sat by
ker, bending over her, talking to her in low
murmura, The room was dimly lightel
by a lawmp on the mantlepiece.

Buzon went across the room aond knelt by
the invalid's side.

“Itin 1, Suzon Michel' she snid, “the
woman who once hated you, but who has
since lenrned 10 pity you, and who now
honors you, Is it true that you tracked
that wid beast to his luir?  Thut when all
the police in Paris had failed 10 fiod him,
you hunted that tiger down ?"

“Yeu, I found Berizier. They say be
will be shot."

" Saere nom, yes, he shall be shot.  The
women of the Place d'ltalie—the people
who lived in fear and dread of him, to
whom his name wasa fterror—they will
not let him escape, now the law bas gol
him, Madswe Mortemar will you come
with me? 1 want 1o take you fo my home,
yonder, close to the spot whera your hus
band fell."

Kuthleen w®arted up into a  sitting
position. It was like u sudden awakening
1o life, as if some wagic wand had been
waved over ber, mugaotiving the feeble
clay.
“What!'' she eried, "you live there? I
thought it must be s, that night, Yes,
yes, take me to tha spot where he full
Let me seo it once more—ones before 1
die. To me it is a8 sacred us s graye. |
ean not go to his grave,” she sdded, dos
pairingly,

“Dene love, you areton weak to atir,”
pleaded Rose, tenderly, with her arma
about her sister's wasted form,

“She is not too weak to come with me.
She should come if she were in her grave
elothes, You can comeo with us—you can
help me to carry her downstairs.  Your
bushand will have s My ready. Yes!”
oriad Suzon, running to the window, “it I
there, at the door below. HBring a litle
brandy in n bottle—wet her lips with »
littho first. A warms shawl—-so," wrapping
it round hee wa il abhe had been a cbild,

“You nre not afraid to cowe, are you, my

little one? | have good news for you st
the end of the journey."

Her impetuosity evolved a correaponding
energy in Kathleen, who was tremulous
with excitement. Rose understood that
there wis new life at the end of this sudden
journey. Yes, there was a revelation st
hand, about Gaston, She kept hersell
ealm and sendy, while thoss two others
were on fire with excitement, Between
them she wnd Suzon Michel carried Kuth:
leen downatairs to the fly, the three women
got inside, Kuthleen wrapped in three
shawls. Philip got on the box beside the
driver; in weruck or w0 of hin whip they
were  rattling into the Boulevard St
Michel.

It was a longish drive to the Place
d'lialie; but urged by Suzon, the man got
over the distance very quickly.

The fly stopped bafors that empty house
which Kathleen had noticed in the summer
gloaming. The bosrd was still hanging
above the door, the windows were all blunk
and dark ; but Suzon opened the door with
her key, while Durand litted Kathleen out
of the vehicle,

“Carry her up siairs, following me"
eaid Suzon; “'but she and 1 must go into
the room nlove. You others must stay
outside,”

“Itdg notn trap, is 07 asked Rose
frightened. “You mean her no harm 7*

“I menn her all the good in the world,
and sahe knows it,” answered Suzon,
holding Kathleen's hands which feebly
pressed hers in reaponse to these words,

They stopped at the doar of the back
room on the first loor, Buzon fiest; then,
Philip, with Kathleen curried on  his
shoulder ; Rose in the rear, bot pressing
close aguinst them, lest there should be
danger nhead. '

Kathleen alipped from Durand’s arms
and clung to Buzon Michel, na the Intter
opeued the door. The two women weni
into the room together, and Rose and her
husband were lelt outside,

There was one instant’'s silence, and
then & wild shrick—a shriek that might be
terror, grief or joy. One could not tell
what it meant, outside 1he door,

Roso was in an agony. Sha would have
dushed into the room, but Philip held her
buck,

“Leot them be forn fow moments," be
suid. “"Mortemar in alive, The mystery
can be only that—alive, and shut up in
this house under watch and ward of thai
woman,"

Two minutes afier, the door was apened
by Suson, and the Durands went in. The
raom was  comfortable enough  within,
desolate as the house looked ontside.
I'be furniture wae bumble, but neat and
decent. There was a fire burning in the
grate, & lamp on the table,

In an ensy-chair in front of the fire sat
a man with his leg in gpiints from the hip
downwarde, He was pule 1o ghuastliness,
and hud the look of one who had but
begun the slow progress of recovery from a
sickness nigh unto death. His hair and
beard were long, his hands thin to transpa.
rency.

Yes, it was Guston Mortemar, and his
wile was kneoling at his feer, kissing the
wasted har ds, murmuring s~eetest words,
nestling ber head in his bosom, ineffably
happy.

"I give you back your dead," said
Suzen solemnly. “He waa left for dend
when 1 picked him up and brought bim in
here, shot through shoulder and hip and
leg with hulf u dozen Lullets, The surgeon
1 brought to him snid it was s hopeless
case ; bot for the snke of surgery, as an
amateur, he would try to cure him,  For
two months he lay in constant danger.
For seven weeks he was man with brain
fayer—fever thut came from the pain of
his wounds. I huve nursed him through
all. The surgeon will tell you if I bave
been a fuithful nurse. And now [ give
him back to you, vot hesled, but ou the
fir roud to recovery; although bhe will be
Inme all his life, poor soul; but that does
not zount in & writer, does 1?7 Hu will be
all the greater with his pen if he has less
temptation to roam.”

“Bless you! Muy God bless and rewnrd
you for your devotion |" eried Kathleen,

“Bah! There is no guestion of blessing
or reward, ] have boen n wicked womun,
I kept him like 8 bird in a cage, snd I let
you think him dead, and I told him you
huad perished on the last day of the barri-
eades, nod 1 lot him mourn for you. [e
waus helpless, in my power, and 1 lied to
him and cheated him. But I snaiched him
from the juws of death; the surgeon who
has attended him will tell you that, 1
dragged him into this empty house, drag:
god him away just as the last batch of
Serizier's bloodhounds were turning the
corner of the street, whooping for more
blood ; sud I kept him bere, closely guard-
ed, hidden from all the world, except the
surgeon, who believed that he was my
brother, He could tell no tales, poor
fallow for it in only within the laat thres
weeks that he has been in his right wite”

Gaston's hend was  leaning forward
sgainst Kuthleen's, the husbund's haggard
brow against the wife’s wasted choek
Both faces were the image of death, and
yet radiant with w new-born life—the
sublime light of happy love,

“She told me you were dead, Kathleen,”

he murmured,

“Forgive her, dear, Bhe ruved you, and
I bave avenged you. Oh, wy love! my
lova! God is good. He has given you
baek to me, out of the grave."

“How did you manage to occupy this
house, and to keep your existnnce here &
wocret 1" asked Durand,

“There was no diffieulty. I was not
without means. I went 1o the landlord
and offered him balf the rent of the house
for the uke of two or three rooms at the
back, The bouse hud been unles m year
and a hull—the streats is & failure—so be
was glad 10 secept my offer, sod the bourd

was left over the dour to avert suspicion,

The people who saw me go in and out tock
me forn oaretuker; nobody asked any
questions. T had s van load of furniture
brought hers after dark from my rooms a
the eremerie, and | made things as com-
fortable as I could for my patient, If he
hiad any knowledge of those dark days he
would know that 1 had oursed him faith
fully, For six woeks 1 senrcely koew what
it was to sleap for an hour at u strotch, 1
hod & mateass ut the foot of his bed, and |
Iny down now and then like & dog, and
slept & dog's sleep, with my oar on the
alert for the first groan of pain."”

"God Yews you I'" eried Kuthleon, mking
her hand, and Kissing it.

“You arc u strange woman,”" sald Du-
rand; “hut lot wo one say that you are
wholly bad."

“I wus a dovil in those duys of the barri
cades, I waus mad, like the rest of them :
maddened with the thought of all the wrongy
that we canaille have suffered from the be
biuning of the world, Yes, from the duys
when Hered put John the Bujtist in prison
and cut off hik head 10 keep faith with n
princess who danced, 1 was drunk with
blond the like rest of them, Butinsix weoks
of warehiulness nud watching one has time
to think; sud io the silence of the night,
sometimen, I used 1o wonder wheiher it was
gond for n woman 10 be an eaprit fort—
whether it was not botter 19 be clieate!,
even, wnd to believe io some one up yonder
who onn et the riddls of this world right
when He chooses—some hand turning the
great wheel of desting yonder beyond the
clovds. No, Monsieur Durand, I am not all
evil."

It was not till the énd of the yeur tha
Gaston was well enough 1o he removed 10
the Ruoe Git 1o Covur, ned, in the meantime,
he and his wile ovcupied the the rooms in
the empty house near the Pluce d'linlie,
with that good nutured busshody, Madame
Schubert, 1o take care of thom.

Suzen Michel went straight from the house
where those two whom she had beld apart
were lost in the bliss of un unkoped for un
ion, and gave hersell up to the police. The
account agaivst her name was heavy, nnd
payment in full was exacted, She was de
sputched with & gong of Communnrds cn
board a rotten old ship bound for Cayenne,
nud, in the unutrerable miseries of that
dreadful voyage, she wos like an angel of
merey to her fellow sinners.  And at the
conviet settlement she becume the nurse of
the feverstricken wretches in the prison
hospital, till the deadly climate did its work.
and the pestilence struck her down as it had
stricken others—s woman young in yours
but old in steange and sad oxperience: n
sinner, but not without hope of pardon.

Serizier wus condemned 10 death on the
17th of Febranry, 1872 by the sixth coun
cil of war. He appesled against this sen
tence, setting fueth the service he had done
10 Genernl Clinnzy on the [0h of March,
1E71, i delending him agninst the reyola-
tionary mob. But Lis subsequent crimes
were of too black a dye to udmit of mercy.
He and bis lieutenant, Bobeche, were shot
on the plain of S8artory, y

Gaston Mortemar wrote a greand novel,
which wus published in the lollowing nu-
tumn, and ohinined a more brilliant success
than any hook that has appesred since
Madume Bovary. There was a fire and o
freshness in the style which mado the ap.
pearance of the story a senaation. an event;
and Gaston saw himself relenned forever
from the treadmill routine of a third rate
newspaper, o man with place wnd name in
the ranks of literature, freo to write what he
liked, and secure of publisher or public.
And os the yeurs wore on—yenrs of peace
and prosperity =those two households of the
Dueands and the Mortemars were undark-
ened by so much as & passing clond, In-
dustry, honor, and domestic love ruled in
euch bousehold, and there was no break in
the union biween the sisters; ulbeit Durand
and Hote rempined conutant 1o the town
quarters in the Rue Git le Cavur, while Gas-
ton sud hin wife trunsferred their bonsehold
gods 1o a dainty little villa at Passy. where
the husband could write jn bis garden
among the birdé aud fowers, while his young
wife yuided the foorsteps of her yearling
baby up und down the little grassplot.

The carved osk sidebonrd was bought by
Sir Richurd Walloce, and Dorand’s fume
a4 & crufteman and wriist was safely estals
lighed from that bour; aud so, where there
had been cloud there was sunshine, where
there had been storm there was perfect and

holy onlm,
THE EXD.

_‘i‘.c_!lnl roll;_

Legislator—No, my dear, I can't afford
to buy you a new sealskin sacque this sea-
aon.

Mrs L —There it goes, I knew how it
would be when 1 saw by the papers ihat
you had returned & portion of your exira
pay to the tremsury,

Legislator—DBui, my dear, how conld 1
help it? Public op'nion mugt be consider
ed, you know,

Mra. Lo-=That is just the way with you,
You ure always thinking of public opinion;
never of your family, You did not stop to
consider bow that odious Mrs, Jones would
turn up her nose ot my Inst year's sacque,

Legislator.— But don't you seo, my dear,
i1 bad nmot returned that pay I skould
have been defeated nt the next election,
and then we would all bave to go 1o the
almshouse.

M, Li—I did not think of that, How
true it is that honeaty is the Lest policy.

Anthony Comstock objects 1o the nude
in wrt a8 demoralizing and degrading
Wonder what Anthony thinks of the "nude’
in the ballroom snd bigh society?

Annie B, Fisher, M, D, a pretty bri*
neitte of 25, has beon elreted vice prosident
of he Massachusetts Homwpailic Medi.
cal College.

The givls of Vassar are so thin this year
that the name Is wbout to be chunged 10

Vussarleun,

CONKLING UNBOSOMS MIMSELF |

Hemarkabie BDisclosures nnd Proges |

:u'.:rt;?:t.l:‘t:: Mude 1o n Si. Louis |

Sr. Lovis, Feb. 22 <Rayv, John Snyder '
Unitariun, nod one of the most praminent
clergymen of St Lonis, was recontly i
Washington and New York, and sinee his
return has weitten some “Notes of Travel'
for the Globe Demoerat. The second in
stnllment wus printed this morning, ani
takes the form of an interview with Hoseos
Cankliug, the man whom newspapasr men
hive hitherto considered boyond the reach
uf the interviewer, The interview is remnrk
uble for fre political diselosures and proph
ecies, but the fnet that it is printed is still
mere remarkable, ns it was evidently in the
nature of a private, il not confidential, con-
verkntion gentlemen, and the
things suid thevein were never intended for
publication.  The writer doss not sny when
he hud the conversation, but the date ean
be fixed npproximurely by the fuer thit b
was in Washington during the meeting of
the river improvement convention the first
week in February, and went frem thers 1o
New York, Thore is no room fur doul
that the conversution did take pluce, Mr
Seyder's position a8 a citizen and clergy
man 18 4 gusrantee for the authenticity ol
the interview.

After telling how he sought and obtained
an introduction to Mr, Conkling, nud giv
ing o graphic description of lim, the rever
end Interviewer sags: A very prominem
republican told me that during the bitter
strogle of the Chivago convention, u nu-
ver of Obio wentlemen seceetly enllod on
Mr. Conkling in order 1o Propose u comipro
aine which should involve the abandonment
of Grant and Jobn Sherman, wod the unni- |
inous nomination ol Gurfinld, Mr, Conk
ling, of course, snw through the gauze ol
patriotism und the trencliery bovestl, and.
rising up to his full height, he said with
quiet seorn;: ‘1 gee the value of your plan,
gentlemen.  Which Obio delegate will put
Mr. Garfield in nomination? The meeting
ndjourned at once. 1 thought of these
things ns I appronched the lender who had
i A fit ot sullen pride taken the crewn from
his own hoad. I snid, upon being present
ed, 'Lam glad 10 know you, sir, although |
hiwve been one of your most earnest politienl
opponeoig—an anti stalwart of the mos
provounced 1ype.” T said this becwnse |
wanted to see the uills upon the fretful
poreupine’ nt onee

|

between

| was not disuppointed
Phe exsenntor tuened is eyes upon me
with a look of pity not unmbogled with dis
dain, wod said with marked courtesy, hut
with n tinge of the dictatorial in his tone

Moy I nsk wir, what you mean by wn
wntl stnlwart ¥

“Certninly, sir, The strongest EYmp
toms ol anti-stalwartism in my coxe wore
opposition to the third term, and what is
generally entled bossinm '

“"The old eey.  Did you ever think, sir
that you can't do the siniplest piece of worl
of uny shape or fashion without having »
controlling head, who may or may not be
ealled the *hoss,” but who will he the boss
m reality ? Do you want o politien] party
to be anything but n tlock of sheep with 4
bellwather abhout? | am sick of this mis
erabls stufll about ‘bosses' coming from men
all over this country who never did & duy's
politicnl work in their lives. 1 don't intend
wy remnr'es to be personnl, sie.  But now

every man who hus n head tuller than his
fellows hus hoen killed off. It is an army
thut haa shot its own leaders in the faco of
the enemy. Now 1 hope thoe cranks are
satisfied, And what in the result 7 You
have loat the lower house of congress, nnd
that is only the baginning of your losaes
Of course [ have no proseoi fnterert in the
contest, becausn Lam out of the whole thing
[ wm n republican, and expect 1o remain
onebut 1 kave no aympathy with this meth
o of fighting o u hendless army.’

“‘Well, Mr. Coukling," 1 enid, fnding
that our sagreement upon the sulject ol the
boss s« political blessing was not likely
to be very hearty, 'I wish you felt disposed
to wlk wboul the couvention that nominais
od Garlicld. 1 amconfident that you eould
tell me more ahout that contest than nny
body I ever met,'

“There wis aslight shrag of the ex-sennto
vial shoulders. "The mattor is past now,
and [ have little interest in the vesult, but,
frowning, ‘it wus such n sickening history
of fnlee preteuces, misernhle hypoerisy,
ani detestable polidesl corruption that |
have no heart to rgriew it

“'I suppose the apparent spoutanoous-
ness of the result was only upon the sur
face.'

“*Certainly; it had been nll arranged
weekn before, Great pity," with w sigh of
regret in his voice., “Gen, Geant could huve
secured the votes of two ar three sonthern
stutes, and thus opened the door 1o u re-
publican pariy in the south.’

“I didn't believe a word of that, but tho't
it sugneious not to say 40. | gave another
tack to the conversation.

“"Seontor,’ | said, 'what effect upon the
democratic prospects for next full do you
think their divided lendership upon the
tarill will bave 7'

““They muy have a divided leadership,
but they have no divided army. 1 have tried
in times past 10 break throngh the solid
phalanx of demoeratic volers in this stute,
but never yet found a weak place in their
line. No matter what issue you sprung on
them the rank and fle of the democratic
party aro always ready to march under the
commands of their scknowledged leador
There never was sueh politionl organizution
in soy other porty.’

“‘Why, I have nlways thought that the
republican party surpsssod it in vial or-
ganie wrength.

“Another look of pity combined with a
loss wminble ingredient,

"AWell, sir, T have never had the henor
of meeting o gentleman with wham | diffor.

your expectation; but |

the republican party has got sid of its *hoss,' | sir.

“OF sanemn | dafmdid my posil i
wall an I oonld with hroaming medes
my answer | gaid sonething ke th

" 'Hurely, Mr. Conkling, that pae
honst of grent organie strangth, whie! .
defenting in nutionkl comvontion is
mant wtoiw palitionl leaders—Senntin
gan, Cameron nnd yoursell<apon s
tion of natioanl [mllr" o viml thnt yon
tlemen feared the defent of Grnot o

! the probable dofens of the pir i yel i

the sheer sirengih of paery diseiphioe, i
you gvn!'.mhrn went bito 1 ik
with unabated enthusingm, oven wii
knew what your relution e tie Garficl
mindatration must be, You hel ed
the fight with the knowledge thnt sou
probably aoilibag 1o gain from the vies
I donbt if the democratic puety has i
abile to trnin bewders of that temper '

“Mr. Conkling's only drect reply ¢
‘Begond ail guestion, Gen
Gon, Garfield prosident  of
Nintes,'

“Ididd not believe thng, either, but T e
snid: 'AL lenst e did what b could
noehieve that reanlt,*

[le mads Wim president, sir. The
poablican party would hnve suffered del
o Giemnt had sulked in his tem

Tl e, sonator, if 5o feel e op
ing freely upon the sulject, wht in

Cirant my
the Ln

opinion shonld have bwen the wit tad
the repeblcan purty in rapect 1t
den and Hayes controveray 1

“IWell, it s diffieult to sy at this
dnte wlhnt woukl knvee besn s wine and
poliey in such an insne, h

The paiicy sha

| huve bewn muyked with eunsisoucy

lenat.'

“*Whieh, in your opinion——'

“Iv waa nut, sie,
The electoral eommiission declnecd o
Iutherlruud B
on the word fenud—"Lind roceived 1he
toral yore of Loulsinna.  Afier the ne
dion of Retherfeaud BB, Huyes to thie o
dency he allivmed that Packard, who t
received some 3000 vores less thun Sum
d TiMden, was governor of that 2inte
Packord was governor, then Buthorfm
=the word evidently o sweet morsel-
Hugen held Lis place by the most pulpu
trsud ever perpetrated.

“Thut surely was n miserabile bluod.

q]uulg- g '.u'

Huyes' —stromg emijph
J - ]

T war more than a blunder, o'r
was o crime  This with inecepsing e
phinsis,

Qau ware nat a membier of the clest
ol commission, it 1 remomber righily, M
l".mL}Hi"?'

"Ny, nir.
ation of the comamission, i fuet, but we b
limited ourselves in the sernte by wu abeu

I was not in favar of the o

ten minote eile, and 1 kuew 1 could n
g ve my rensons for opposing the comn
plon  incide of that time, awd vo | ¢
mained silent’

e did look ns if o bargain had hee
formed, espécinlly in the light of puohe
fpucnt evente,'

Lennnor trast mysell, alr, to ehnrnotes
jze the whole transwetion. v wae only
part of that whole sickening progeamms «
ennt and hypoesisy with which thess pe
ple bnve been imposing upon s eonfidi
puhlic.’

“"What do you think of the future pros
pec's of thu purty, Mre. Conkling?'

“I nm so entirely out of politics my
and soignorany of party movement, thy |
am the lnst person in the world to come 1y
vith sueh a question.’

“Lam not o very enthesinstic republionn
myaelf 1 eaid, ‘but | believs hearily thn
the demaocrntic party will not go into poy
of ueXt year, no matter what cantidae
they select.

“Well, sir, I am by nomeanses snrguine
and I fail to see an Gutelligent ba is o
pretend 1o
Bt mark this
Of one thing I wm certiin in my ow
The democrats will elect the nes
Remember, I do not say he
but I do say that (ko
party will be the determining factor in 1

knowledge in the maiter

mind:
lun'-ll]rlll
will e o demoerut

result.’
YBy this time the dinner was fuishe ]
ond wo rose to dopart,

“Me, Conkling,” I said, *T hope wh
next wo meet wo shall be able 1o gelac
subject upon which we shall have more |
common than the thewe of polities.’

“1 shall be happy to converse with you
upon any sulject, sir," was the cordinl anid
courteons response, aund so cur long b,

tl\ded L

THE PEERLESS BRECKENRIDGL

Soule Smith in Cincinoati News Journul,

L not given to indiseriminate or .
quelified praise, and think 1 undersias |
the andesivable points of 0 wan's nuiu oo
ne quickly and as fully as the wexy op e
Noram I under any sort of socinl or p
Litles] obligations 1o Colonel Breckenridy
and 1 undevsinud fully the force of Iy
gunge when 1 any that in my judgment b
vgunl ns an oretor does not exist in Amor
en—cranywhere else 5o fvr us 1 ean losrs
Whea I fiest heard him be was 1he equul
of any mun in Kentueky—und Joha
Brockinridgs was alive tken-=and during
the fourteen yeurs thot I have listened to
him he has improved more than any o
won 1 ever kosw,  In some pointe | hose
heard B4, Marshall equal him; once |1
heard Jobn B. Huston surpass him; byt [,
uniformity of excellence, o fullngss of in-
furmation, in aptoess of ilustention, in
cloarness of statement, in rendiness of 1o
ply, in brillisney of imagiostion, in feri!-
ty of faney, in koenness of sarcurm, o'l
combingd with exquisiie English and
erring judgment ws to the tive ard meth- 1
of their use 1 have nover heard his equal,
In puthos I thonght Huston exorlled bin .
and in broad himor he has mot thi
gift which renders Ed. Murshan'l at (jmeq
inimitble, but in all thut goes te muke v
the great parlivm antiury debnier, he o tha
superior of any man ! ever saw, nud 1 hove
listened 1o Aleck Stephers and My
Toombs when they fought for suprems
in their palmiest dnys,

He hox that rure combination of creet
ontural gonins and intense w) pliestion
vrhiuhl makes it impossible for bim 1o o y
anything wnd oot say it wall wa l more 1o -
possible for any ore 1o listen 1o bim ol
not learn. The element of his oratory 14
iden, wnd th words ( themselves 1o §t Lbn
soules to u fish; he developa thoughts, wn )

L]

ed a3 radically,  Muy [ wsk upon what you

base your judgment in this muiter #

‘uu nonent of their bivth,

lh.} aloihn themyelyay {n hﬂlnm i the

l. i i
(Cuntinumd on Fowrth l'u'-l.'r‘“ "



